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Reviews 

Little Verse for a Little Clan, by F. D. W. Privately 
printed. 

Now and then, in some stray book of poems, the personal 
note is struck with singular poignancy. The book is a con- 
fessional, where the hidden penitent feels deep relief in pour- 
ing out his story to the mysterious listener behind the veil. 
This tiny half-anonymous volume is of that kind, and its 
"simple and humble" lyric cry comes from a "weary and 
bewildered heart chained to the treadmill, which yet hears, 
now and then, through the grinding whir of the machinery, 
strains of a far-away music." 

It is flute-like music, never loud or rich, but often delicate 
and clear; manifestly the utterance of a fine spirit. The first 
stanza of O Dulcis Pimplea strikes the key-note: 

Never was I a hoarder; 

All that I had I spent. 
Upon the twilight border 

Of dreams I pitched my tent. 
The wind to me is brother, 

The stars are kind as bread ; 
The old brown earth, my mother, 

Is pillow for my head. 

Adversity, Keats, Titian's Mary, Because, Flawed, and 
Metamorphosis, might be quoted as fitly as this one, called 
Sacrifice : 

As love's last treasure to the fire you bore, 
What was it lured your hand? 

You did not speak, nor I, but all the more 
I could not understand. 

Winged words once passed our lips, I know ; 
But there all words seemed vain, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The while, before that flame, we trembled so, 
Like reeds beneath blown rain. 



At last it fluttered, wavered, paused — and fell. 

What was it loosed your hand? 
Propitiation to what heaven or hell? 

Do you yet understand? 

H. M. 



Unconditioned Songs, Anonymous. Sydney J. Endacott, 

Melbourne. 

From Australia comes a pleasant little volume, anony- 
mous, called Unconditioned Songs. Perhaps its charm, or a 
good part of it, lies in the fact that it makes so little pre- 
tense at being great poetry. These are simple but genuine 
little songs, the occasional flutings, one would say, of a young 
and very active man who turns to poetry when there is no 
hard work to be done at the moment. And because he takes 
it so naturally he has given us what so often eludes the 
frantic striving of our muse-kissed youth,. a true and faithful 
portrait of his own emotions. 

The songs are sometimes derivative as to form and not 
always clearly crystallized as to content, but they have a dis- 
tinctly personal tang, and a pleasant one. They have no 
titles, but of the lyrics the two beginning, "I want to go 
away — away" and "If I reach the ocean ever," are perhaps 
the most distinguished, and of the others, "They made me 
foreman of the job" and "Who smashed the sliprails down?" 

E. T. 
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